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Discontent With Authority 

Was. Is. and Ever Shall sJp 


NOTHING MAKES me cringe more than 
reading something I have written in anger. 
The flush of irritation is gone, but the words 
flog the victim without mercy and, what is 
worse, sometimes without good reason. I am 
chronically unhappy with the state of the 
Union, crime in the streets, inflation, war, the 
deceit of men in high office, and myself. 

A careful examination of conscience shows 
that I am pretty good at pointing the indicting 
finger everywhere but at myself. A week ago, 
I was the keynote speaker at the Florida Bar 
Association’s crime panel and it was my big 
chance to point the way to modernizing the 
grinding wheels of justice. 
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their neighbors and local officials; local au- 
thority blames state authority; the press de- 
nounces the government; high officials prod 

the press; everybody favors peace but it is 
nowhere to be found; prices are, as the kids 

>*u ee ,s oi justice. Say> " out of 

What did I have to say? Very little. I ticked /^. rDr)I , n ^ * *' * 

f the problems, but I had few solutions. I , HERBERT KLEIN, a friend from better 

n nnnnspri tn rsnit«t nnnicKm<mf t days, is now director of communications for 

the President of the United States. He writes: 

. . . some of your statements in the column, 

I must confess, in no way sound like the Jim * 
Bishop I know and admire.” That makes two 
of us. Maybe three or four. 

Nobody bats a thousand. And I have no 
plans for groveling and murmuring “mea 
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am opposed to capital punishment because I 
have witnessed too many executions, and I 
can’t see killing a second person to correct a 
first. The halls of justice have become a drain- 
age ditch of virulent bacteria, leading from a 
street to a precinct to a court to a jail. 

It is slow, expensive and puts the novice 
criminal in a prison where he has plenty of 
time to study crime under the masters. The 
dockets are overcrowded; the judges are list- 
less from listening; the convict serves his 
time and is tracked by a parole system which 
spies on him, and a public which cannot for- 
give what he has done and will not employ 
him. . y 

The narcotics addict who needs 20 or 
more dollars per day to keep from going 
mad has two choices: become a pusher and 
recruit more addicts, or become a criminal. 
Sorry. I don’t have the solutions. 

I find, as I have written before, that there 
is a chronic discontent in this, country with 
authority. Children no longer accept the dicta 
of parents and teachers; parents wrangle with 


culpa.” The point I strive to make is that no 
one is free of error in these troublous times 
and I was surprised, in reading back over 
some of my own stuff, how pontifical a col- 
umnist can sound when he is outraged. When 
he succumbs to it, all he is doing is lending 
himself to the popular mob spirit of ‘‘blame 
everybody.” 

Mr. Klein, who is an easy guy with laugh 
wrinkles around his eyes, says that I wrote 
“the stark truth is that we are not getting out 
of Vietnam.” I didn’t believe I wrote “the 
stark truth.” I did. Klein points out that there 
were 550,000 Americans in Vietnam when 
President Nixon assumed office and that 
^there will be “184,000 by Dec. 1st.” 
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